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According to his own recollections he was only once punished
by his parents:
I was always desirous to meet the wishes of both my parents,
and never refused to do whatever they asked me to do. One
day my mother indistinctly said something to me to which I
supposed the proper answer was *no,' and in my usual way
I said *no9—supposing I was meeting her wishes. Not under-
standing me,  and  supposing that  I  refused her request, she
immediately, and to me rather sharply—for her custom was to
speak kindly to me—said cwrhat! Won't you?' Having said *no,*
I thought if I said 'yes, I will' I should be contradicting myself,
and should be expressing a falsehood, and I said again eno,*
but without any idea of disobeying her. If she had then patiently
and calmly enquired what my thoughts and feelings were, a
proper understanding would have arisen, and everything would
have proceeded as usual. But my mother, not comprehending my
thoughts and feelings, spoke still more sharply and angrily—for
I had never previously disobeyed her, and she was no doubt
greatly surprised and annoyed when I repeated that I would
not. My mother never chastised any of us—this was left for my
father to do, and my brothers and sisters occasionally felt a
whip which was kept to maintain order among the children;
but I had never previously been touched with it My father was
called in and my refusal stated. I was again asked if I would do
what my mother required, and I said firmly 'no,* and I then
felt the whip every time after I refused when asked if I would
yield and do what was required. I said eno' every time I was so
asked, and at length said quietly but firmly—Tou may kill me,
but I will not do it5; and this decided the contest There was no
attempt ever afterwards to correct me. From my own feelings,
which I well remember when a child, I am convinced that very
often punishment is not only useless, but very pernicious, and
injurious to the punisher and the punished.
At the age of ten, Owen persuaded his parents that he was old
enough to seek his fortune in the world. His father gave him
forty shillings and sent him to London, to stay with his elder
brother, who had a saddler's business in High Holborn. After six
weeks, this ten-year-old boy obtained a situation with a Mr James
McGuffog, a shopkeeper at Stamford in Lincolnshire. From that
moment, he never cost his parents a penny. All went well: his

